TERESA

Lucy poured out her heart to Miss Wace, She
took Wacey's loyalty and discretion absolutely as
a matter of course, partly from years of habit,
partly because it never occurred to her to regard
Wacey as a human being at all, but rather as a
repository for ill-temper, petty annoyance, tem-
porary good-humour, or whatever mood she, Lucy,
might happen to be in, Wacey in point of fact was
entirely trustworthy. Her whole life was wrapped
up in Chevron and in Lucy, for snobbish and emo-
tional reasons, and Lucy's indiscretions sufficiently
replaced any baby that might under different
circumstances have nuzzled at Wacey's breast.
Wacey had her friends, but it was not to them that
she would repeat Lucy's confidences. Not likely.
She got quite enough satisfaction out of wagging
her head, pursing her mouth, and putting on a
general air of I<ould-an-I-would. An internal
pride compensated her for any external boasting
that she might thus forgo. The tap at her door,
the almost surreptitious stealing-in of Lucy, was
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